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Meff His Letters bcares his minde,not 1 his mindc. 
Wor. I prethee tell me,doth he keepe his Bed ? 

Meff He did,my Lord,fourc day es ere I fet forth: 
And at the time of my departure thence, 

He was much fear'd by his Phy fician. 

VRor. I would the ftatc of time had firft beene whole. 
Ere he by fickncffe had beene vificed: 

His health was neucr better worth then now. 

Hotjp.Sxcke now? droope now? this fickncs doth infeft 
The very Life-blood of our Enterprife, 

'Tis catching hither,euen to our Campe. 

He writes me here,that inward -fickncfle. 

And that hisffrietids bydepucation 

Could not fofoone be drawne: nor did he thinke it meet, 

To lay To dangerous and deare a truft 

On any Soule rcmou’d,but on his owrte. 

| Yet doth Ke giuc vs bold aduertifemenr. 

That with our fmall coniun&ion we fhould on. 

To fee how Fortune is diiportd to vs: 

For,as he writes,there is no quailing now, 

Becaufc the King is certainely ported 
Of allourpurpofes. What lay you to it? 

Wor • \ our Fathers fickncfle is a mayrne to vs. 

Hotfp. A perillous Ga(b,a very Limme lope off: 

And yet,in faith,it is not his prefent want 
Seemes more then we fhall frndc it. 

Were it good,to fet the exa6l wealth of all our ftates 
All at oneCaft ? To fet fo rich a mayne 
On the nice hazard of one doubtful! houre, 

It were not good: for therein fliould we reade 
The very Batcomc,and the Soule of Hope, 

The very Lift,che very vtmoft Bound 
Of all our fortunes. 

Dowg. Faith,and fo wee flioufd. 

Where now remaines a fwcct rcuerfion. 

We may boldly fpend,vpon the hope 
Of what is to come in ; 

A comfort of recyrcmcnt liues in this. 

Hotfp. A Randcuous,a Home to flye vnto. 

If that the Dcuill and Mifchancc looke bigge 
Vpon the Maydcnhead of our Affaires# 

Wor. But yet I would your Father had beene here: 
The Qualicie and Heire if our Attempt 
Brookes no diuifion: It will be thought 
By fome,that know not why he is away. 

That wifedome,loyalcie,and mecrc diflike 
Of our proceedings,kept the Earle from hence. 

And thinke,how fuch an apprehenfion 
May turne the pydelof fearefull Faftion, 

And breede a kinde of quefUon in our caufe: 

For well you know»;wee of the offring fide, 

Muft kecpeiaFdofeffFomfirift arbitrement. 

And flop all fight-holes,euery loope,from whence 
The eye of reafon may prie in vpon vs : 

This absence of your Father drawes a Curtaine, 

That fhewes the ignorant a kinde of feare, 

Bcfo-c nc> drerff#wf. A 

Hotfp. You ftrayne too farre. * ' 

I rather of hi t 38 fen ce make this Vfe: 

It lends a Luftre,and more ffreaifopinidir, ‘ 

A larger Dare to your great EntO-prizej 
Then if the Earle were h£fe t for r&tf muft thirike. 

If we without his hclpe 3 c3n makea Head ^ ; \ 

To pafti agailft the Kingdome # %1th his helpe/ > 

We fhalloYe-turne it topfic-turiy downe: 

^t all goes well,yet all our ibyrifs ate whole. * 


Dotvg. A$ heart can thinke: 

There is not fuch a word fpoke of ia Scotland 
At this Drearrie of Feare. .**«'■ 



At thisDrcameof Feare. 

Inter Sir Richard Vernon. 

Not$. My Coufin V welcome by m v c , 

Vern. Pray God mynewesbeworthawelLr'' 
The Earle of Weftmerland,feucn thoufand ft r me ^ 0ri 
Is marchinghithcr-wards,wuhPrince/^, F ° n & 
Hotfp. Noharme: what more? 

Vern. And further, I hauelearn'd. 

The King himfelfe iu perfon hath fet forth 
Or hither-wards intended fpcedily, * , 

With ftrong and raightie preparation. 

Hotfp. He (Rail be welcome too. 

Where is his Sonne, 

The nimble-footed Mad-Cap^rince of Wales 
And his Comrades,that daft the World afide * 

And bid it parte? 

Vern. Allfurr.iftit r allin Armcs, 

All plum'd like Edridges, that with the Windc 
Bayted like Eagles,hauing lately bath'd. 

Glittering in Golden Coatesjikc Images, 

As full of fpirit as the Moneth of May, 

And gorgeous as the Sunne at Mid-furomer, 

Wanton as youthfull Goates,wilde as young Bulls, 

I faw young Harry with his Beuer on, 

His Cufhes on his thighcs,gallantly arm'd, 

Rife from the ground like feathered iJMercnry, 

And vaulted with fuch cafe into his Seat, 

As if an Angcll dropt downe from the Clouds, 

To turne and winde a ficrie Pegafw, 

And wicch the World with Noble Horfemanfhip, 

Hotfp. No more,no more, 

Worlethcn the Sunne in March: 

This prayfe doth nourifn Agues; let them come, 
They come like Sacrifices in their trimme, 

And to the fire-cy'd Maid of fmoakie Warre,- 
Al! hot,and bleeding, will wee offer them ; 

The mayledcJ^rx fliall on his Altar fit 
Vp to the eaves in blood. I am on fire, 

To heare this rich reprizallis fonigh, 

And yet not ours# Come,let me take my Horfe, 
Who is to beare me Ii;;r a Thunder-bolt, 

Againft thebofome of the Prince of Wales. 

Harry to Hdriy, fhall noc Horfe to Horfe 
Mcete,and ne*re part,till one drop downeaCoarfe? 
Oh,that GUudorvtr were come. 

Ver. There is more newesfi -h 
1 learned in Worccfter,as I rode along, 

He cannot draw his Powerxhisffourereenedayri. 

Dowg, That's the word Tidings that .1 heart of 
yet. 

Wor. I by my faith,thatbeares3 frofty found. 

Hotjp. What may the Kings whole Battaile reach 
vnto? ' . . :ri; 

Ver . To thirty thoufand. 

Hot. Forty let it be, : . ? r; '. 

My Father and Glendower being both oway^ : 

The powres of vs,may feruefo great a day. 1 - - 
Comc,let vs take a mufter lpeedily: 

Doomefday is neere; dye all,dye merrily. 

Dow. Talkenot of dying, I am out of feare 
Ofdeath,or deaths hand^fo^this onelaalfc year^ 

Sxeftnt OtHntu 
Scn A 
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The Fir/l Tart of Ring Henry the Fo urth _ 

“ “ Frtlfi. Tut,ncucr feare me, I am as vigilant as a Cat,to 


ScxnaSecunda. 


Enter Falfiafe and Bardolph. 

Adolph,gtt ^ee before to Couentry, fill me a 
if sack, our Soulcicrs (ball march throughiwce’Ie 

^Cutton-cop-hill to Night. 
ylrl Will you giue me Money,Captaine ? 

nlii. Lay outlay out. 

L l This Bottle makes an Angell. 

IU ' Ar)( j jf it doe, take it for thy labour : and if it 


ketvventie, take them all, lieanfwere theCoynage. 

I icutenant Peto meete me at the Townes end. 

I will Captaine: farewell. Exit, 

v lit ' if I be not afh3tn’d of my Souldiers, I am a 
. j.^Curnet: I haue mif-vs’d the Kings PrdTe dam- 
10 biv." I h3ue got, in exchange of a hundred and fiftie 
S*uldiers,three hundred and odde Pounds. Iprcfleme 
one but oood Houfe-holders,Ycomcns Sonnesrenquire 
10 outcontrafted Batchelers, fuch as had beene ask’d 
^,ice on the Bancs: fuch a Commoditie of warme flaucs, 

«s had as lieue heare the Deuill, as a Drumme ; fuch as 
feare the report of aCaliucr.worfethcna ftruck-Foole, 
ora hurt wilde-Ducke. I preft me none but fuch Toftes 
ind Butter,with Hearts in their Bellyes no bigger then 
pintles heads, and they haue bought out their fcruiccs: 
And now, my whole Charge confifts of Ancients, Cor¬ 
porals, Lieutenants,Genilcmen of Companies, Slaucs as 
raeeed as Lazartu in the painted Cloth,where the Glut¬ 
tons Dogges licked his Sores; and fuch, as indeed were 
neucr Souldiers, but dif-carded vniuft Seruingmen,youn- 
ner Sonnes to younger Brothers, reuolted Tapfters and 
Oftlers,Trade-faInc, the Cankers of a calme World,and0 
long Peace, tenne times mote dis-honorable ragged, 
then an old-fac’d Ancient; and fuch haue I to fill vp the 
roomes of them that haue bought out tbeir feruices: that 
you would thinke, that I hadfa hundred and fiftie totter’d 
Prodigalls,lately come frona'Swine-keeping,from eating 
DraffeandHuskes. A mad fellow met me on the way, 
and told me,I had vnloaded all the Gibbets,and pre ft. the 
dead bodyes. No eye hath feene fuch skar-Crowcs: He 
not march through Couentry with them,that’s flat. Nay, 
and the Villaines march wide betwixt the Legges, as if 
they had Gyues on; forindeede, Ihadthemoft of them 
out of Prifon. There’s not a Shirt and a halfe in all my 
Company : and the halfe Shirt is two Napkins tnekt to¬ 
gether, andthrowne ouerthe (houldcrs like a Heralds 
Coat,without fleeucs: and the Shirt, to fay the truth, 
ftolne from my Hoft of S. Albones, or the Red-Nofc 
Inne-keeperof Dauintry. But that’s all one.thcy’le findc 
Linnen enough on eucry Hedge. 

Enter the Prince t and the Lord oftEeJImerland. 

Prince. How now blowne IackJ how now Quilt ? 
Falft. What Halt How now mad Wag, what a Deuill 
do’ftthou in Warwicklhire? My good Lord ofWcft- 
merland.I cry you mercy, I thought your Honour had al¬ 
ready beene at Shrewsbury. 

Weft. ’Faith.Sir Mw/tis more then time that 1 were 
there, and you too: but my Powers are there alreadie. 
T e King,I can tell you, lookes for vs all: wc muft away 
all to Night. 


fte«le Creame. , . , , . , , f 

Prince. 1 thinke to fteale Creame indeed,tor thy theft 
hath alreadie made thee Butter: but tell me,/^,whofe 
fellowes arc thefc that come after ? 

Falfi. Mine,//<!/,mine. 

Prince. 1 did neuer fee fuch pittifull Rafcals. 

Falfi. Tut,tut,good enough to tofle: foode for Pow¬ 
der, foode for Powder: they’le fill a Pit,as well as better: 
tufh roan,mortall men.mortall men. 

Weftm. I, but Sir Iobn, me thinkes they are exceeding 
poorc and barc,too beggarly. 

Falfl. Faith,for their pouertie.I know not where they 
had that *, and for their bareneffe, I am fure they neuer 
learn’d that of me. 

Pwwv.NoJle be fworne,vnleflcyou call three fingers 
on thcRibbcs bare. But firra.makehafte,/^^ is already 
in the field. 

Falfi. What,is the King encamp’d? 

Weftm. Hce is. Sir Ichn, I feare wee fhall flay too 

long. 

Fafi. Well.to the latter end of a Fray, and the begin¬ 
ning of a Feaft, fits a dull fighter, and a keene Gueft. 

Exeunt. 


Sccena Tertia. 


Enter Hotfptcr y Worcefler i I>owglas i and 
Vernon . 

Hotfp. Week fight with him to Night. 

Wore. It may not be. 

Dowg. You giue himthen aduamage. 

Vern. Not a whit. 

Hot(p % Why (xy you fo ? lookes he not for fupply? 

Vern. So doe wee. 

Hotfp. His is certaine,ours is doubtfull. 

Wore. Good Coufin be aduis’d^ftirre not to night. 

Vern. Doe not,my Lord# 

Dowg. You doe not counfaile well: 

You fpeake it out of feare,and cold heart. 

Vern, Doe me no (lander yDowgiae: by my Life, 

And I dare well maintaine it with ray Life, 

If wcll-refpcfled Honor bid on, 

I hold as little counfaile with weake feare. 

Ax* you,my Lord,or any Scot that this day liues# 

Let it be feene to morrow in the Battell, 

Which of vs fearca. 

Dowg. Yea,or to night. 

Vern . Concent. 

Hotfp. To night,fay I. 

Vern. Come,comc,it may not be. 

I wonder much,being me cf fuch great leading as you are 
That you fore-fee not what impediments 
Drag backe our expedition : certaine Horfe 
Gf my Coufin V v rnons are not yet come vp. 

Your Vnckle Worceflers Horfe came but to day. 

And now their pride and mettall is arteepe, 

Their courage with hard labour tame and dull. 

That not a Horfe is halfe the halfe of himfelfe. 

Hotfp. So are the Horfes of the Enemie 
In generall iourncy bated,and brought low: 

The better part of ours are full of reft. 

f 3 Wor . The 
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